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SYNOPSIS

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

“To those who look to the sky”
To all who have ever lifted their eyes to the sky
seeking an answer, a name, or a memory.
This book is for you.

There are houses that listen.
There are nights that watch.
There are destinies that cannot be avoided.
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​IN THE STREETS OF THE CITY
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In the steep streets of the city center stood a house that, at first glance, seemed as ordinary as the others beside it. An old facade, iron balconies, walls that held echoes of another era. But anyone who lifted their gaze for even a moment would notice a detail impossible to ignore.

At the very top of the roof, exactly where the first touch of dawn landed, lay a coffin.
Yes—a coffin.
Not buried, not hidden underground as tradition dictates... but raised, exposed to the open sky, resting on reinforced beams as if it had been placed there with deliberate, almost ritual precision.
Those walking by for the first time felt a jolt of confusion; long-time neighbors had grown used to it, though never entirely comfortable. Because that dark box perched above them, like a silent guardian, carried an old rumor: that its owner had chosen to sleep as close to the stars as possible.

And on some nights, for anyone patient—or unlucky—enough to stare long enough, it seemed the coffin wasn’t entirely still.
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​Chapter 1 — The House That Watched the Sky
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The house rose on a slanted corner, diagonal to the imposing Basilica dominating the horizon. Its yellowed walls, wrought-iron balconies, and tall windows gave the impression of age, but no one could ignore what rested at its peak: a dark coffin, supported by reinforced beams as if the house itself were keeping vigil over it.

Elías climbed to the terrace and stood looking at the coffin. The night wind carried whispers that felt like fragments of Luna’s laughter, echoes of conversations from distant days. The stars shone bright above the roof, and for a moment everything seemed suspended: the city, time, life itself.

He breathed deeply, letting the silence wrap around him. The wooden boards beneath his feet creaked softly, as if speaking in secrets. The terrace smelled of old wood, damp stone, and a trace of flowers that someone had once tended with care. Everything felt alive, watching him, listening.

He remembered the day, many years before, when the terrace was empty and the house already felt magical, even before th5e coffin existed. The wind played between the rails, sunlight fell warm against the stone, and the sky felt closer than anywhere else in the city.

That was when Luna appeared—leaning against the railing, gazing at the Basilica’s towers and the lights of the city. Her light laugh filled the air, and Elías knew in that instant that something in his life was about to change.

“You know,” she said, tilting her head toward the sky, “from here the stars feel like they’re telling you secrets.”

“I didn’t know,” he replied, heart racing. “But I want to learn them. Will you teach me?”

From then on, every afternoon became a ritual. Conversations about constellations, shared dreams, laughter that made the world vanish, and soft silences while the sky turned into impossible colors. The house listened to everything. Every creak, every shifting shadow seemed to celebrate them, as if it understood that something extraordinary was being born there.

As Elías remembered, something stirred deep within him:

“Why separate this life from the next, if one flows into the other? Time is always scarce for those who need it, but for those who love... it lasts forever.”

Now, with the coffin before him, he understood that every moment had a purpose, that every promise shared with Luna had been an invisible brick in the story of their lives. The house seemed to whisper that their love had remained intact, that the sky had always watched over them, and that eternity could be felt even from that rooftop.

The wind lifted his hair, and his heart trembled. He lowered his gaze to the coffin and murmured:

“My whole life... it was worth it for this second with you. You’ll find me... closer to the sky, beside our star.”

For a brief instant, the lights flickered, as if the stars themselves heard his voice.
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​Chapter 2 — The Meeting Beneath the Stars
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The sun was setting, bathing the city in shades of gold and rose. The Basilica cast long shadows across the cobblestone streets, and the wind carried the scent of fresh bread from nearby bakeries. On the terrace, the house seemed to breathe calmly, as if aware that something meaningful was about to happen.

Elías climbed the stairs with his constellation notebook. Each step creaked—a familiar greeting from the house. At the top, he leaned against the railing, staring over the city glowing in the last warm light.

Then Luna appeared—unannounced, like a glimmer in the evening glow. The wind played with her hair, her eyes reflected impossible colors, and her soft laughter filled the air.

“I was waiting for you,” Elías said.

“And I knew you’d come,” she answered, sitting beside him. “You always know where to find me.”

They laughed, and the world fell away. The terrace, the city, even time itself melted into a private sanctuary where only they existed.

They talked about everything: invented constellations, impossible dreams, the colors dancing across the sky. Every word, every glance, pulled them closer. The house wrapped them in its quiet magic, approving with each creak.

“One day,” Luna whispered, pointing upward, “I’d like to touch a star.”

“Then we will,” Elías replied. “Not just one. As many as we can reach.”

Their promise was born—one that would outlive them both.

As darkness fell, the Basilica lit up, the lamps flickered awake, and the first star appeared.

“That one,” Luna said softly. “That will be ours. The one that always guides us.”

“Always,” Elías murmured, taking her hand.

The house seemed to exhale, embracing their promise.

They stayed until night deepened. Before parting, Elías whispered:

“Every moment with you is a universe.”
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​Chapter 3 — Years of Light and Stars
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Days became years, each shaped by the terrace, the house, and the sky that always watched. Elías and Luna learned that joy lived in simple things: fresh coffee, the wood creaking underfoot, their hands brushing together on quiet walks.

Every sunset led them back to the terrace. There, they created constellations only they could see, naming one star their guide—forever theirs.

Friends came and went, sharing evenings full of laughter. Neighbors claimed the house whispered when the couple was happy. Even storms seemed gentler above their sanctuary.

Of course, they argued at times. But every disagreement ended with the same magic words:

“See you on the terrace.”

Life unfolded gently. Rainy days in the rooftop garden, summers of starlit nights, birthdays, whispered fears, warm reconciliations.

“Do you think anyone else feels something like this?” Luna asked one night.

“No,” Elías replied. “This is ours.”

And the house seemed to agree.

And even if the years pass, even if the lights and buildings change, we will always find each other here, where the stars taught us how to love.”

The terrace became the epicenter of their story, a place that not only held memories but seemed to guard the essence of their love.
Neighbors walking by felt a warm aura, something that made them stop and smile without knowing why. Even cloudy, cold days had a special glow, as if the house protected their story, feeding it with its own quiet magic.
And so the years passed, full of laughter, shared secrets, and promises whispered beneath every star. Every moment was a treasure, every night a poem.
Elías and Luna learned that time may be fleeting, but true memories —those built with love and devotion— last forever.
Before the day ended, Elías glanced once more at the terrace, with Luna by his side, and murmured to himself:

“Because even if time keeps moving forward, as long as we love like this, every second will be eternal.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Coffin
Beneath the
. Stars

¥

A promise of love between
earth and the stars





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
‘The Coffin
Beneath the
Stars

4

- - =

A promise of love between
earth and the stars






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





